3H          LIFE ON THE STAGE
the only mere acquaintance, yet I was deeply moved and found it hard to act as usual before that mute, blank box — hard as though the body of its one-time owner lay within.
So he made his exit — dramatic to the last. A strange character — shrewd, sharp, vain, ostentatious, loving his diamonds, velvet coats, white gloves. The monumental silver water-pitchers in his private boxes were too foul to drink from generally, but then the public could see the mass of silver. A bit of a mountebank, beyond a question, but with a temper so sunny and a heart so generous that in spite of all his faults Jubilee Jim had a host of friends.